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has temporarily turned my little house at Barnes into an island, and it gives zest to my fault-finding retrospect. There were no fogs in Iceland when I was there, but it was windy, treeless and barren. South Africa, which attracted with its sunny affluence and variety, repelled with its racial hatreds. Cairo, magic green carpet in the desert, is infested with flies, guides and beggars. Baghdad's brawling alleys have the worst smells in the world. New York is too feverish, Hollywood too extravagant, Paris too soulless, Athens too political. All these places also have their subtle charm, but the chief lesson of my experience is, in a nutshell, that people are so much more important than places. If this seems sententious and sentimental, I am sorry, but defiant. It had to be said. Sentiment, I believe, always trumps cynicism, and my sentiment for people is today stronger than that for places.
If we abandon the quest for a physical Shangri-la, deciding that there are things more important than safety, that beauty and happiness are in the eye and the mind of the beholder, we can instantly agree that the man who put this name up on his seaside bungalow does not deserve to be a laughing stock. But, abandoning Shangri-la, other quests suggest themselves. There is, for instance, the search for the ideal political system, the best "way of life."
Making another excursion into the past, I corne to the olive and orange groves of Southern Judea, where, in the days when the English were welcomed, I visited a community of Jewish idealists, in the settlement of Givat-Brenner. Here a thousand Jews from fourteen countries were living in a miniature Communist State. It is important to realise that theirs was a primitive Communism—not the Soviet brand.
Nobody worked for money. They cultivated about four hundred acres and the profits from their fruit and vegetables went into the community chest. Generally, the profits went to the improvement of the settlement and its amenities, but once a year each settler was given about £l and told to go and have a holiday. Usually he or she would go off to Jerusalem to stay with friends. There was little else that he could do, with no money.. Bernard Shaw says that the secret is to be so busy doing the things youdying in hospital from his injuries. He thus emulated Goering and cheated allied justice.shed in 1945, to which I have also referred.  On the other hand
